CONCLUSION

relapsing into wolfishness and childishness, and a few
score human lives seemed a trivial price to par for
the attainment of some pedantry. Smug revolu-
tionaries would condemn thousands of their fellows
to death for a whim, and neither they nor the world
at large seemed to realize the enormity of the crime.
The crust which we call civilization had worn thin.
and beneath could "be heard the muttering of the
primordial fires.

Therefore those who looked forward to peace with
happy dreams were fated to be disillusioned. It was
very certain that high hopes would be dashed, and
that generous souls would cry out in bitterness that
the battles had been fought in vain, and that what
began as a crusade had ended in a cynical huckster-
ing. But this pessimism was as unreasonable as the
earlier illusions and as blind to the teaching of the
past. Peace does not follow naturally upon victory.
It is itself a construction, a slow and difficult effort
to bridge the chasm between two worlds, and it is
inevitably a time of discouragement. It is like a
season of thaw. The frosts of January are cruel
things, but for the strong they tauten the sinews and
stir the blood, whereas in a thaw there is nothing
but grey skies and muddy roads and plashing fields.
Yet that is the course of nature, and summer cannot
follow winter Vithout the depressing stage of early
spring. If the winter wheat has been truly sown,
there will come in due season the time of harvest.

The gains and losses are not yet to be assessed,
but there is ground for humble confidence that that
sowing in unimaginable sacrifice and pain will yet
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